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POEMS  TO  PAVLOVA 


ROUNDEL-ACROSTIC 
TO  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

ON  LEAVING  ENGLAND 

Anna,  before  thy  feet  pass  on  their  way, 

Needs  must  I  kneel  to  pour  round  thy  retreat 
Nard  and  of  perfumes  what  I  have  to  lay, 

Anna,  before  thy  feet. 

i 

Perchance  these  stranger  songs  seem  not  so  sweet 
As  praises  from  thy  country,  yet  I  pray 
View  them  with  kindness,  for  they  fain  would 
meet, 

Like  chains  of  flowers,  on  feet  we  long  to  stay. 
Our  joy  thou  art,  for  Sorrow’s  steps  are  fleet, 
Vanquished  by  thee,  and  Darkness  yields  to  Day, 
Anna,  before  thy  feet. 
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SONNET  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

IN  HER  DANCE 
“  LA  ROSE  QUI  MEURT  ” 

ROSEBUD  swaying  in  the  breeze  would 
seem 


A  joy  less  perfect  than  the  roselike  grace 
Of  your  delicious  limbs  and  mobile  face  : 

While  shone  the  sun,  you  danced  your  dance 
supreme 

Through  gay  glad  gardens,  drifting  in  a  dream, 
Till  evening  fell,  then  hung  a  breathless  space 
And,  like  a  rose  whom  Night’s  cold  lips  embrace, 
You  gently  fluttered  down  on  Death’s  dark  stream. 

Night  gazed  upon  her  work  and  from  her  eyes 
Dropped  countless  starry  tears  that  flared  and 
broke 

Like  flames  funereal  flickering  in  the  skies. 

The  world  was  blackened.  Then  from  Death  you 
woke 

And  Demogorgon  on  his  murky  throne 
Shuddered  to  see  your  art  surpass  his  own. 
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RONDEAU  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 


O  PAVLOVA,  thy  feet  are  flowers  of  fire 

That  dance  like  Sylphs  down  dark 
enchanted  glades : 

Luring  to  laughter  Passion’s  ambuscades 
They  mock  the  feet  of  fast-pursuing  Desire. 
Poising  they  point  like  hands  upraised  in  prayer 
To  shapes,  which  like  the  spheres  in  starlit  skies 
Reveal  the  harmonies  of  heaven  to  eyes 
Anhungered  for  the  sprites  that  throng  the  air. 

So  for  these  visions  of  old  magic  days 
I  hymn  thee,  wizard  that  thou  art,  and  praise, 

O  Pavlova,  thy  feet. 


Old  towns  and  temples  have  I  seen,  and  shapes 
Of  stone  and  flesh  in  cities  of  the  dead, 

Where  delicately-stepping  damsels  tread 
With  ruddy  feet  the  blood  of  purple  grapes  ; 

And  lands  more  distant,  where  the  sunset  rests 
With  lips  impassioned  on  the  fellaheen, 

Whose  dark-flowing  robes  disparted  show  the 
sheen 
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Of  blood  that  blushes  darkly  from  their  breasts, 
And  henna  scarlet  on  their  footsteps’  pride, 

But  never  viewed  a  beauty  that  outvied, 

O  Pavlova,  thy  feet. 

O  white  Diana,  once  thy  marble  limbs 

Clad  with  eternal  beauty  pierced  the  shade 

Of  some  Greek  garden,  where  the  sunlight 
played 

And  danced  about  thee.  There  the  fervent 
hymns 

Of  fair  fleet-footed  maidens  broke  around 
The  imperishable  splendour  of  thy  knees 
And  slender  shape,  wherefrom  the  draperies 
Fluttered  in  endless  motion  towards  the  ground. 
’Midst  thy  adorers  fain  would  I  too  pour 
My  faint  unworthy  offering  before, 

O  Pavlova,  thy  feet. 
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SESTINA  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

IN  HER  DANCE  **  LA  NUIT,”  TO 

Rubinstein’s  romance  in  e  flat 

I  SEE  thee,  Anna,  dancing  down  my  days 

Like  a  blue  moonbeam  flitting  through  the 
night ; 

And  wondrous  are  the  workings  of  thy  ways, 

Most  wonderful  the  movement  of  thy  flight. 

I  fain  would  watch  thee  till  the  daylight  lays 
Upon  Night’s  brow  his  rosy  lips  of  light. 


On  fairy  limbs  thy  blue  veils  lie  so  light, 

That  wondering  one  would  say  the  summer 
days 

Had  lent  their  radiant  skies  to  robe  thy  flight 
With  fleecy  clouds  of  white  to  veil  the  ways 
Of  mysteries  multicoloured  as  the  Night 

Who  on  thy  dance  her  spells  and  darkness 
lays. 


POEMS  TO  PAVLOVA 

For  as  the  red  moon  rising  heavenwards  lays 
Amid  Night’s  hair  a  rose  of  ruby  light, 

And  starlight  sheds  a  gold  more  soft  than  Day’s 
About  the  rose  and  black  of  pallid  Night, 

So  are  the  mysteries  of  thy  flesh,  whose  ways 
Are  no  more  trammelled  than  the  falcon’s 
flight. 


Alas,  that  it  should  waste  beneath  Time’s  flight ! 

Time,  who  on  all  his  curse  relentless  lays. 

Alas,  that  she  who  danced  the  dance  of  Night 
Should  one  day  thither  pass  and  leave  the 
Day’s 

Light  laughter  for  that  bourne,  where  no  sun’s 
light 

Relieves  the  gloom  of  Acherontian  ways  ! 


Would  that  like  Pheidias  I  might  find  me  ways 
To  fix  in  stone  those  fluid  lines  of  flight, 

And  like  the  Lesbian  leave  undying  lays 
To  hymn  thy  beauty,  that  eternal  light 
Might  burn  about  thy  statue,  that  thy  days 
Need  never  fear  the  sombre  spells  of  night. 
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So  should  I  pass  content  to  that  long  night, 
Wherein  I  ne’er  shall  see  thy  magic  ways ; 
So  should  I  win  me  memories  to  light 

My  longing  eyes,  until  the  Death-Lord  lays 
On  them  his  sombre  hand  or  stays  the  flight 
Of  thy  fleet  feet  adown  the  darkening  days. 

ENVOY 

Anna,  my  ways  lie  towards  the  Eastern  light ; 

And  on  my  flight  fate  this  dilemma  lays  : 
With  or  without  thee,  days  shall  pass  as  night. 
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SONNET  TO 
HER  HAIR 

COMPOSED  DURING  THE 
CELEBRATION  OF  MASS 

WITH  majesty  the  organ  pealed  its  song 
Athwart  the  noble  arches,  and  the 
nave 

Was  filled  with  voices,  which  the  Godhead  gave 
Too  sweet  and  superhuman  to  belong 
To  man,  had  He  not  blessed  them,  made  them 
strong 

With  purity  immortal,  which  the  grave 
May  never  desecrate  nor  yet  deprave, 

For  like  bright  birds  the  purple  panes  they  throng. 

And  as  the  censers  swung  their  sacred  fires, 

I  saw  a  spectral  shrine,  where  ebon  gnarls 

Its  succubine  strange  shapes,  and  sensed  the  hair 

Whose  sombre  strands  my  goddess  scents  and 
tires, 

Thy  living  thurible,  immortal  Charles, 

And  worshipped  at  thy  shrine,  O  Baudelaire. 
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ACROSTIC  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

Anna,  you  bring  us  all  the  flowers  of  Spring 
Nestling  between  your  feet :  the  woodland 
streams 

New-loosed  from  Winter’s  fetters  dance  and  sing 
And  shake  their  diamond  sparkles  from  your 
eyes. 

Perfumes  more  sweet  than  those  that  wreathe 

* 

our  dreams 

As  from  some  argent  forest-pool  uprise 
Veiling  your  silver  radiance,  which  seems 
Like  Nature’s  self  our  hearts  to  magnetise. 

On  your  keen  face  the  sun  and  moonlight  cling 
Vying  to  invest  you  with  their  magic  beams 
And  in  your  hair  the  stars  stand  whispering. 
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OCTAVE  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

IN  HER  DANCE  “  LE  CYGNE,” 

TO  THE  MUSIC  OF  SAINT  SAENS 

THERE  came  to  me  a  vision  of  sweet  song 
Borne  faintly  forward  on  melodious 
streams, 

A  Salamander  such  as  stirs  the  dreams 
Of  men  who  sleep  in  solitudes  and  long 
To  people  the  dead  wastes  with  strange  desire 
And  breathe  between  the  lips  of  ancient  Death, 
Stretched  mummified  in  deserts,  that  new  breath 
That  should  revive  them  with  its  living  fire. 

White  was  the  vision,  white  as  star-shed  fire 
And  paler  far  its  face  than  pallid  Death, 
Begotten  of  that  brood,  a  god’s  desire 

From  Leda  raised,  when  hissed  the  Swan’s 
fierce  breath. 

And  as  it  came  its  superhuman  song 

Sang  of  all  those  whom  wide  relentless  streams 
Divide  from  their  beloved,  towards  whom  they 
long, 

But  whom  they  ne’er  may  clasp  except  in  dreams. 
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They  strain  to  one  another  in  their  dreams 
But  never  hear  their  lover’s  silent  song 
Pass  spectre-like  with  gliding  feet  along 
The  halls  of  Sleep  to  Lethe’s  stealthy  streams  ; 
Till  comes  Old  Age,  a  fouler  foe  than  Death, 

To  mar  the  house  of  their  divine  desire 
And  smother  with  white  ashes  their  young  fire, 
Stifling  their  bodies’  perfume  with  his  breath. 

Who  of  us  mortals  with  ephemeral  breath, 

That  saw  the  vision,  did  not  straight  desire 
To  pass  from  perfect  happiness  to  death 
A  holocaust  of  joy  within  the  fire 
That  from  beneath  your  cloudlike  eyelids 
streams  ? 

Having  for  elegy  your  supreme  song, 

I  would  have  died  your  death  and  passed  to 
dreams 

Of  that  fire-flower,  for  which  I’d  longed  so  long. 


Half-goddess  and  half-swan,  you  seemed  to  long 
With  yearning  eyes  for  those  immortal  dreams 
Of  far  Olympus,  where  Peneus  streams 

Through  Tempe’s  hallowed  vale.  Yet  in  the  song 
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Of  feet  and  face  and  form  I  saw  the  fire 
Of  love  for  men,  whose  evanescent  breath 
Lends  charm  to  wayward  pleasures,  watched 
by  Death 

Who  casts  a  glamour  on  short-lived  desire. 

All  mortal  suffering  and  vain  desire 

Wept  from  your  eyes  and  shook  your  tortured 
breath. 

Yea,  goddess  though  you  were,  the  immortal  fire 
That  shone  from  your  white  shape  grew  dim  as 
Death. 

I  questioned  of  your  sorrow  :  Did  you  long 
For  Youth’s  brief  summer  passed  in  rhythmic 
dreams 

By  winding  ways  of  water,  where  the  song 

Of  many  birds  mixed  with  the  murmuring 
streams  ? 

But  though  no  answer  pierced  the  plash  of 
streams, 

Your  arms  that  wavered  swanlike  seemed  to 
long 

And  beckon  for  some  mystery,  which  song 

Might  not  reveal  lying  hid  beyond  our  dreams. 
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Was  it  eternal  youth,  that  your  last  breath 
Invoked  with  prayers  so  passionate,  that  fire 
Rekindled  in  those  eyes,  whose  last  desire 

Was  unto  life,  till  clanked  the  feet  of  Death  ? 

For  as  you  felt  the  drear  approach  of  Death 
Your  limbs  relaxed,  and  from  your  eyes  the 
fire 

Fled  fainting  forth  :  You  drew  one  sobbing  breath 
That  shook  your  shuddering  wings,  and  your 
desire 

Quailed  before  Death :  Your  hair,  where  darkness 
dreams, 

Where  Moon  and  Stars  hold  festival  along 

With  queenly  Night,  fell  forward  in  dark  streams 
About  your  face,  and  silenced  was  your  song. 

ENVOY 

Anna,  my  dreams  find  voice  within  the  song 
That  from  the  fire  of  your  sweet  footsteps 
streams. 

Though  dreams  and  breath  and  song  may  pass 
along 

Death’s  ways,  yet  my  desire  defieth  Death. 
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ROUNDEL  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 


THAT  day,  you  danced  the  blue-veiled  dance 
of  Night 

To  Rubinstein’s  deep  music,  who  could 
say 

If  you  were  Day  or  Night  ?  You  shone  so  bright 

That  day. 


Now  neither  day  nor  night,  but  only  grey 
Sad  twilight  shrouds  me,  shut  from  my  delight. 
Ah,  promise  me  that  not  in  vain  I  pray. 

Then  shall  I  say  with  God,  “  Let  there  be  light,” 
Made  God  by  you,  whom  no  God  may  gainsay. 
And  lo,  your  light  shall  put  my  gloom  to  flight 

That  day. 

Upper  Egypt . 
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ROUNDEL  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

THAT  night,  you  danced  across  my  path, 
the  door 

Of  heaven  was  opened  and  the  shy 
starlight 

Gleamed  frostily  beneath  the  veils  you  wore 

That  night. 

Might  I  but  be  with  you,  there  is  no  height 

Of  beauty  unattainable,  no  lore 

Of  magic  rhymes  I  could  not  rede  and  write. 

But  now  you’re  far  from  me,  what  is  there  more 
To  live  for  in  this  life,  save  that  I  might 
See  you  again  dance  as  you  danced  of  yore 

That  night  ? 

Upper  Egypt . 
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ROUNDEL  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 


FADING  away  in  the  desert's  untenanted 
spaces, 

The  Sun  has  forsaken  us  now  at  the 
close  of  the  day ; 

And  thou  too,  O  star  of  our  worship,  the  light  of 
thy  face  is 

Fading  away. 

Thou,  O  Star,  whose  effulgence  informed  us,  our 
hope  and  our  stay, 

Art  so  far  from  us  now,  that  the  misty  dim 
distance  effaces 

Thy  light  from  our  hearts,  that  the  demons  of 
Ennui  dismay. 

Thy  glories  are  hidden  and  bleak  desolation 
replaces 

The  joy  and  the  splendour,  that  once  were  the 
gifts  of  thy  sway, 

As  Memory  stands  watching,  her  hand  at  her 
bosom,  thy  paces 

Fading  away. 

Upper  Egypt. 
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ROUNDEL  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

"7AY  to  the  West  the  gates  of  the  Dark¬ 
ness  swallow 


The  steeds  of  the  Sun,  as  he  speeds 
from  the  shadows,  that  rest 


Where  the  drifting  dunes  of  the  desert  form  many 
a  hollow 


Away  to  the  West. 


Flashing  with  sun-stained  wings  on  their  home¬ 
ward  quest, 

Like  arrows  of  flame,  the  swift  free  wanderers 
follow 

Beyond  where  the  desert  upraises  its  manifold 
crest 

To  those  realms  far  off  where  a  star  still  out¬ 
shines  thee,  Apollo. 

O  guide  of  the  song-birds,  that  bringest  each  back 
to  his  nest, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  too  the  Springtide’s  gift  to  the 
swallow, 


A  way  to  the  West. 


Upper  Egypt . 
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ROUNDEL-ACROSTIC 
TO  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

Afar  on  the  heights  thou  art  as  a  sword  that 
parries 

No  sabre  of  steel  but  a  shaft  from  the  Northern 
Lights, 

Naked  and  yet  robed  round  by  the  purple,  that 
tarries 

Afar  on  the  heights. 

Peerless  art  thou  ;  and  lithe  as  the  woodland 
sprites 

Are  thy  limbs  and  the  lines  of  thy  lyrical  body, 
that  carries 

Vows  of  a  world,  that  the  spell  of  thy  dancing 
delights, 

Longing  for  all,  that  our  life  ne’er  reveals  to  us, 
harries 

Our  souls  as  we  gaze  in  the  eyes  of  a  face,  that 
excites 

Visions  of  starlight,  when  Dawn  with  the  Darkness 
marries 

Afar  on  the  heights. 
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ROUNDEL-ACROSTIC 
TO  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

Art  thou  a  sprite  of  the  woodland  wilds  or  a 
splendid 

Nymph  that  is  born  where  the  glistening  waters 
part  ? 

None  may  know  save  that  thou  by  the  high  gods 
tended 

Art. 

Praising  thy  face,  whence  the  spells  of  thy  wizardry 
start 

And  the  swift  sweet  ways  of  thy  body,  wherein  are 
blended 

Veins  of  purple,  that  through  thy  white  limbs 
dart, 

Laud  we  thy  name  for  the  straight  true  look,  that 
befriended 

One  who  with  songs  on  his  lips  and  delight  in  his 
heart 

Voiced  thy  renown,  whose  grace  and  whose  beauty 
transcended 

Art. 
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ROUNDEL  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

ON  BEGINNING  HER  SEASON  AT 
THE  PALACE,  APRIL  15,  Igi2 

TO-NIGHT  you  dance,  but  I  shall  not  be 
there 

To  see  you  shining  beautiful  and  white, 
To  watch  you,  faultless  fay,  where  fair  you  fare 

To-night. 

Well  may  you  roam  with  feet  and  heart  as  light 
As  Atalanta’s,  finding  none  so  fair 
That  they  may  match  you.  I  who  once  caught 
sight 

Of  feet  so  dainty,  limbs  so  debonair, 

Their  every  movement  mocked  the  swallows*  flight, 
How  can  I  here  in  darkness  but  despair 
To-night  ? 

Upper  Egypt . 


j 
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SONNET  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

ON  BEGINNING  HER  SEASON  AT  THE 
PALACE  THE  I5TH  APRIL,  igi2 

THIS  eve  the  Sun  seemed  to  relent  his  pace, 
And  to  thy  portrait  on  my  Eastern  wall 
He  clung  and  quivered  loverlike ;  but  all 
His  fires  were  vain,  for  soon  there  shone  no  trace 
Of  his  long  golden  kiss  upon  thy  face ; 

And  round  thy  features  fell  Night’s  cold  grey  pall. 
He,  Lord  of  Light  and  thee,  and  I,  thy  thrall, 
Both  doomed  to  miss  this  night  thy  far-off  grace. 

So  for  the  Sun,  who,  though  he  may  not  see 
Thee  dance  to-night,  would  fain  shed  light  on  thee, 
I  place  this  lamp  from  his  long-hidden  shrine 
Before  thy  face,  and  for  my  gifts  dispose 
This  wreath  of  laurel  and  this  red,  red  rose, 

That  Worship,  Fame,  and  Light  be  always  thine. 
Upper  Egypt . 
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SONNET  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 


WHO  TOWARDS  IO  P.M.  ON  APRIL  I5TH,  igi2, 
INAUGURATED  HER  SEASON  AT  THE  PALACE 
THEATRE  WITH  HER  DANCE  “  LA  NUIT,”  TO 
THE  MUSIC  OF  RUBINSTEIN’S  ROMANCE  IN  E  FLAT 

L  day  we’d  gasped  beneath  the  cruel 


khamseen 

That  hid  the  heavens  in  a  haze  of  sand, 


And  mantling  up  the  sun  with  murk  obscene 
Absorbed  his  ardent  ire,  till  all  the  land 
Yearned  for  the  advent  of  some  power  unseen. 

So  I  went  down  beside  the  Nile’s  dim  strand, 
Where  in  the  dark  the  gaunt  grey  palm-trees  lean 
Above  the  stream,  hand  stretched  to  shadowy 


hand. 


And  when  the  longed-for  hour  of  midnight  came, 

I  felt  a  breeze  steal  from  the  cool  North  West 
Fragrant  and  fraught  with  faint  cries  of  thy  name 
And  solemn  strains  that  gave  my  spirit  rest : 

And  lo !  thou  stoodst  revealed  to  sense  and  sight. 
Night  was  transfigured,  for  Thou  wert  the  Night. 
Upper  Egypt . 
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ROUNDEL-ACROSTIC 
TO  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

All  that  the  gods  can  give  is  a  halo  above  her, 

Nor  may  the  Muses,  now  jealous,  their  gifts 
recall, 

Nor  shall  any  of  men,  that  are  fain  of  her  beauty 
discover 

All. 

Pale  from  her  palace  of  dreams  she  stoops  to 
enthral 

All  who  pursue  far  beauty  and  loving  it  love  her, 

Void  of  the  passions,  that  Death  soon  shrouds 
with  his  pall. 

Let  not,  ye  nympholepts,  any  false  phantasies 
hover 

Over  her  form,  for  all  your  pleadings  shall  fall 

Vain  as  the  grave,  that  shall  dim  not  her  fame 
though  it  cover 

All. 
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ROUNDEL-ACROSTIC 
TO  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

IN  COVENT  GARDEN 

Among  the  flowers  in  Covent  Garden  you, 

Now  like  a  stately  lily  that  uptowers, 

Now  like  a  pensive  pansy,  hid  from  view 
Among  the  flowers, 

Passed:  and  though  sunshine  sparkled  through 
the  showers 

And  I  was  near  you,  yet  your  Sorrow  threw 
Veils  of  her  sadness  on  those  perfect  hours, 

Lest  Life  through  Joy  should  yield  to  Death  his 
due. 

Oh  might  I  shield  you  from  yon  cloud  that  lowers, 
Victorious  o’er  the  griefs  that  still  pursue 
Among  the  flowers. 
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ROUNDEL-ACROSTIC 
TO  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

IN  COVENT  GARDEN 

Anna,  among  the  flowers  in  Covent  Garden 
No  flower  shone  half  so  fair  as  you,  and  yet 
No  flower  could  help  but  bow  her  head  and 
pardon 

Anna  among  the  flowers  in  Covent  Garden. — 

Passion-pale  lilies  on  her  breast  were  met, 

And  daisies  fixed  a  wide-eyed  rapt  regard  on 
Violet-encircled  eyes,  that  Sorrows  fret, 

Like  flowers  whose  faces  cold  winds  tire  and 
harden. 

Only  one  rose  with  jealous  thorns  thick  set 
Ventured  to  vex  the  Cerberus  that  kept  guard  on 
Anna  among  the  flowers  in  Covent  Garden. 
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IN  ENGLISH  WOODS 


I  SAW  thee  dancing  on  a  garish  stage 

Between  four  walls  in  that  shrill  light  that 
kills 

All  beauty  save  the  sovereign  appanage 
Of  those  immortals  whom  the  Godhead  fills. 

And  straight  I  roamed  in  thought  the  purple  hills 
And  found  once  more  my  old-world  heritage ; 

I  plunged  in  pools  filled  by  the  chilly  rills 
And  shook  from  me  the  fetters  of  this  age. 


For  now  we  may  not  see  upon  the  grass 
The  feet  of  white  nymphs  flicker  as  they  pass  ; 

But  wouldst  thou  dance  out  here  in  summer 
weather 

Beneath  green  trees,  amid  the  honied  heather, 
Then  I  would  follow  free  from  this  world’s  ban, 
Myself  a  satyr,  laughing  with  old  Pan. 
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BUTTERFLIES 

ING  me  a  song”  you  said  “  of  the  butter¬ 
flies  flying 

From  flower  to  flower  where  roses  and 
daffodils  throng,” 

And  you  laid  your  head  on  a  bouquet  of  roses, 
crying 

“  Sing  me  a  song.” 

How  can  I  sing  of  the  butterflies,  I,  who  long 

To  describe  the  life  of  your  butterfly-dances, 
hying 

In  pursuit  of  the  rhymes  and  the  words  that  flutter 
along, 

With  quivering  hands  and  flickering  footsteps 
vying  ? 

But  the  wilful  words  elude  me  and  work  you  wrong; 

And  I  cannot  sing  though  your  lips  in  the 
roses  are  sighing 

“  Sing  me  a  song.” 


u 


S 
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SONNET  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

AT  HER  GARDEN  PARTY 


EIRESIAS  of  old  with  ravished  eye 
Saw  Artemis  unveiled  amid  the  brake 
And  watched  the  waters  of  the  woodland 


lake 

Roll  down  like  pearls  on  perfect  breast  and  thigh. 
Thus  did  he  gain  the  gift  to  prophesy, 

Though  no  man  e’er  believed  the  truth  he  spake, 
And  thus  resolved  for  her  white  beauty’s  sake 
To  ope  no  more  his  eyes  on  earth  and  sky. 


Some  say  the  goddess  reft  his  orbs  of  light ; 

But  we  who’ve  seen  Thee  dancing  on  Thy  lawn 
Know  that  he  chose  to  see  no  more  the  dawn, 
Lest  her  quick  hands  and  startled  eyes  from  sight 
Should  fade  :  for  even  a  goddess  loves  to  be 
Adored  as  “  Venus  rising  from  the  sea.” 
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CHORIAMBICS 

NA  PAVLOVA,  thy  name  is  a  spell  that 


to  our  ears  recalls 

Sweet  soft  sounds  of  the  doves  cooing  by 
old  shadowy  garden  walls, 

When  at  morning  the  swift  arrows  of  light,  shot 
from  Apollo’s  bow 

Through  thick  leaves  that  would  fain  shield  from 
the  Sun  flowers  aflame  below, 

Break  in  blossoms  of  fire  like  to  the  light  Will-of- 
the-wisps  that  dance 

Down  through  treacherous  glades,  where  the 
morass  gleams  with  a  baleful  glance. 

Lo  !  the  circles  of  sun,  which  with  the  leaves  seem 
to  be  whispering, 

Shine  on  many  a  dove’s  musical  throat  and 
iridescent  wing ; 

But  their  opaline  hues,  gifts  of  the  light,  are  not 
so  fair  as  those 

That  irradiate  thy  bosom  and  throat,  snow- 
coloured  shot  with  rose, 

Nor  their  roseate  feet  daintier  than  thine  that 
Hephaestus  fills 
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With  white  splendour  of  fire,  wrought  in  his 
forge  ’neath  the  iEtnaean  hills, 

Where  he  wings  with  the  winds  i^olus  rules 
under  the  roaring  sea, 

All  tempestuous  sprites,  friends  of  the  fire, 
children  of  storms,  like  thee. 
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CHORIAMBICS 

ANN  A  PAVLOVA,  thy  musical  name  flows 
with  the  liquid  sound 
Of  sheer  fountains  that  leap  down  from 
the  rocks,  casting  their  spray  around  ; 

So  one  dreams  of  the  woods,  studded  with  pools, 
gleaming  like  mirrors  pale 

Whereon  nenuphars  faint,  lazily  lulled  by  the  sad 
nightingale. 

There,  too,  swans  are  afloat,  motionless  as  chrys¬ 
elephantine  birds, 

For  their  ivory  wings  never  a  wind  wafts  on  the 
wave,  that  girds 

Golden  feet  that  would  sleep  wakening  no  more 
ripples  of  silver  light. 

So  that  never  a  sound  breaks  the  repose  save  the 
swift  wood-nymphs’  flight 

Over  lawns  where  the  toads,  each  on  his  stool, 
tell  us  the  tale  of  how 

Fairies,  stealthy  of  foot,  danced  in  a  ring  under 
the  moon. 

But  thou 

Thou  art  fairer  than  all  fairies  that  dance,  for  in 
thy  body  meet 
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These  three  elements — Fire,  Water,  and  Air  ;  Air 
that  has  winged  thy  feet, 

Fire  that,  filling  thy  form,  radiates  from  luminous 
eyes  and  face, 

And  smooth  Water  that  gives  all  that  it  clothes 
sinuous  lines  and  grace. 


A 
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SONNET  TO 
ANNA  PAVLOVA 

I  DREAMT  you  danced  where  many  ancient 
graves 

Lay  half-revealed,  half-hidden  by  the  sands, 
Where,  caught  by  little  winds  in  monstrous  caves, 
The  dust  of  dead  men  danced  grim  Sarabands 
With  mummied  loves,  long  loosed  from  burial 
bands. 

The  Moon  peered  down  through  ruined  architraves 
And  fondled  with  blue  fingers  your  white  hands 
That  beckoned  to  her  and  the  stars,  her  slaves. 

And  lo !  your  witchery  transformed  the  scene  : 

The  dust  took  living  shape  and  I  could  see 
You  pass  through  perfect  palaces  a  queen. 

I  knew  that  I  had  known  you  years  ago, 

Nor  did  I  doubt  that  I  should  come  to  know 
Your  same  sweet  self  in  lives  and  years  to  be. 
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OCTAVE 

ON  THE  BLUE  DANUBE  WALTZ 
DANCED  BY  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

HE  stretches  out  her  arms,  and  from  her  hands 
Flows  forth  a  fountain,  whereon  gleam  and 
glance 

Lights  bluer  than  blue  skies  in  far-off  lands 
Where  in  the  sun  the  swirling  rivers  dance. 

And  lo,  like  Naiades,  her  flashing  feet 
Leave  not  a  trace  upon  the  waters,  save 
Where  flakes  of  silver  foam  flung  skywards  meet 
The  golden  sunflakes  shed  upon  the  wave. 


And  as  her  feet  on  tiptoe  touch  the  wave, 

It  trembles  like  a  lyre  beneath  the  hands 
Of  him  whose  oracles  had  strength  to  save 
His  worshippers  from  foreign  foes  in  lands, 
Where  still  the  Parian  marble  greets  the  glance 
Of  men  whose  dazzled  eyes  may  hardly  meet 
The  carven  limbs  of  maidens,  whom  the  dance 
Has  caught  and  poised  on  wild  tempestuous 
feet. 
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Although  their  hearts  are  stone,  of  stone  their  feet, 
Stone  that  is  sinuous  as  the  restless  wave, 

Yet  they  enrapture  more  than  maids  we  meet, 

For  they  are  fairer  than  our  fairest,  save 
That  queen  who  hath  dominion  in  all  lands, 

Who  brings  to  make  the  magic  of  her  dance 
Hands  as  expressive  as  a  Duse’s  hands 

And  eyes  with  every  feeling  in  their  glance. 


For  he  who  once  has  felt  her  fervid  glance 

And  watched  her  weaving  spells  with  rhythmic 
feet, 

Who  seeing  her  divines  the  eternal  dance 

Of  lonely  stars  that  sometimes  melt  and  meet 
Flaming  through  startled  skies,  he  shall  not  save 
His  soul  from  servitude  to  her  white  hands, 

Not  though  he  pass  beyond  the  boundless  wave 
And  kneel  at  unknown  shrines  in  tropic  lands. 


Though  in  revolt  he  range  through  many  lands 
Seeking  strange  lures  that  smile  to  him  and 
dance 

That  he  may  dare  with  sacrilegious  hands 
Lift  Isis’  veil  and  brave  her  mystic  glance ; 
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Yea,  though  he  strive  that  soul  and  sense  may 
meet 

In  strange  embraces,  sterile  as  the  wave, 

Yet  shall  her  starlight  guide  his  wandering  feet, 
Her  purity  his  curious  senses  save. 

For  she  hath  wealth  of  perfect  art  to  save 
All  those  that  worship  beauty  in  all  lands, 

Art  infinite  and  varied  as  the  wave 

She  now  evokes  with  undulating  hands, 

Till  in  the  ardent  rapture  of  her  dance 

She  seems  to  cleave  with  pointed  arrowy  feet 
The  dark  blue  Danube’s  waters,  and  her  glance 
Swims  veiled  through  waves  that  round  her 
splendours  meet. 

Down  the  dim  depths  that  make  no  sound,  but 
meet 

In  all-embracing  stillness  round  her,  save 
Where  tiny  eddies  murmur  at  her  feet 

And  kiss  her  hair  flung  forth  upon  the  wave, 
She  passes,  and  her  lithe  voluptuous  hands 

Fondle  the  waves  that  love  her  limbs  and  glance 
On  shining  breast  and  shoulder,  till  the  land’s 
Green  bank  is  reached  where  rushes  sing  and 
dance. 
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Here  lying  down  she  rests  her  from  the  dance 
And  watches  blossoms  blown  by  breezes  meet 
And  sway  obedient  to  her  gracious  glance. 

Now  though  the  music  call  her,  yet  her  feet 
Will  dance  no  more  ;  and  though  the  wavelets 
wave 

Spray-spangled  banners,  she’ll  not  leave  the 
land’s 

Soft  couch  nor  dally  more  with  waters,  save 
To  slake  her  thirst  with  wave-encircling  hands. 

ENVOY 

O  gods  of  dance  and  song  who  haunt  the  lands 
Where  nymphs  still  meet  ’twixt  woodland  and 
the  wave, 

Our  suppliant  glance  we  lift  to  you  to  save 
With  loving  hands  from  every  harm  her  feet. 
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LA  TERPSICHORE  IVRE 

OR  THE  SAD  AND  MORTAL  ADVENTURE,  WHICH 
BEFELL  TERPSICHORE,  THE  MUSE  OF  THE  DANCE,  IN 
THE  VINTAGE  SEASON,  WHEN  STRAYING  FROM  HER 
EIGHT  SISTERS  AND  HER  LORD  APOLLO,  SHE  LEFT 
HER  HIGH  HOME  ON  HELICON  AND  GOT  PLAYING 
WITH  THE  WINE-GOD  DIONYSUS  TO  HER  DETRIMENT. 
A  PHANTASY  SUGGESTED  BY  THE  AUTUMN  BAC¬ 
CHANAL,  THOUGH  THE  DANCE  ITSELF  IS  NOT 
RESPONSIBLE  FOR  THE  PRESENT  DEVELOPMENT  OF 
THE  THEME,  WHICH  IS  MAINLY  IMAGINATIVE 

FROM  the  roseate  gold  of  the  silken  cloud, 
Red-stained  like  an  Autumn  leaf, 

There  broke  on  the  sight  of  the  awful  crowd 
A  vision  of  joy  and  grief ; 

Of  joy  for  the  purple  fountains, 

That  spring  where  the  red  feet  tread, 

Of  grief  for  the  mists  on  the  mountains 
And  the  roses  dead. 

Lo  the  roses  dying  around  thy  feet 
Turn  blood  of  the  vintage  pale 
And  their  heavy  scent  as  it  rises  sweet 
Makes  thy  mad  steps  stagger  and  fail. 
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■■  ■  ■  - - - * - -  -  --  -  -  - -  -  --  L 

While  the  drums  and  the  trumpets  thunder, 

Thou  dost  stand  in  a  passionate  trance 
Encircled  by  worship  and  wonder 
O  Muse  of  the  Dance. 

As  we  watched  thee,  the  gloom  of  the  streets  was 
gone, 

And  the  gates  of  the  woods  were  unbarred  ; 

The  dancing  circles  of  sunlight  shone 
On  the  green  grass  golden-starred, 

While  the  roof  of  the  forests  above  us 
Concealed  Jehovah’s  abyss 
The  old  pagan  gods  seemed  to  love  us 
And  waft  us  their  kiss. 

Is  it  one  of  these,  who  pursues  thee  fast 
Through  the  thickets  and  falling  leaves  ? 

Is  it  he  Dionysus  that  holds  thee  at  last 
As  thy  bosom  breathlessly  heaves  ? 

Dost  thou  lean  in  reluctant  abandon 
In  the  clasp  of  his  arm,  as  he  rests 
One  daring  and  desecrate  hand  on 
The  bloom  of  thy  breasts  ? 

O  stay  thee,  thou  wilt  not  abandon  thy  rose 
To  a  god  whom  thou  shouldst  disdain ; 
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Thou  wilt  not  those  virginal  lips  unclose 
To  lips,  which  the  red  grapes  stain. 

Wilt  thou  no  more  faithfully  follow 
The  singer,  whose  paeans  enhance 
All  dances,  thy  teacher  Apollo, 

O  Muse  of  the  Dance  ? 

Dost  thou  totter,  O  Muse,  inebriate  with  wine  ? 

Or  drunken  with  music  and  song  ? 

What  is  this  on  thy  bosom?  The  fruit  of  the  vine? 

Round  thy  feet?  Twine  the  tendrils  so  strong? 
Ah  dead  is  the  Terpsichorean  ; 

The  sacred  pure  memories  are  blurred  ; 
Unstrung  is  His  lyre  and  His  paean 
Resoundeth  unheard. 


But  harken,  the  music  grows  soft ;  see  her  sway 
With  fainting  provocative  eyes  : 

The  flowers  of  her  bosom  are  bared  for  the  fray 
And  her  lips  are  parted  with  sighs. 

Say  who  then  a  Muse  will  account  her, 

As  with  laughing  lascivious  glance, 

She  courts  the  ecstatic  encounter 
And  swoons  in  a  trance. 
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She  has  turned  from  the  virginal  measures  of  old, 
That  were  lilylike,  silvery-pure  ; 

Bacchanalian  orgies  of  scarlet  and  gold 
And  the  rose  of  Love’s  lips  now  allure. 

But  will  the  awakening  repent  her 

When  the  Dawn’s  heavy  eyelids  unclose, 

On  the  ghost  of  the  passion  that  rent  her 
And  sullied  her  snows  ? 


But  the  rapturous  music  has  ceased  and  she  starts 
At  the  call  of  His  plaintive  strings ; 

She  strains  from  the  grip  of  her  lover,  who  darts 
Her  a  glance  as  the  other  god  sings. 

She  is  free  but  her  conqueror  hardens 
His  heart  as  his  victim  goes  ; 

Revengeful  the  god  of  the  gardens 
Strikes  her  dead  with  a  rose. 
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TO  ANNA  PAVLOVA 

IN  THE  AUTUMN  BACCHANAL 


I  RODE  towards  eve,  where  many  a  galleon 

Spread  towering  sail  above  the  bronze-blue 
Nile. 

Like  wings  of  red  flamingoes  for  a  while 
Each  vessel  waved  her  sun-stained  gonfalon. 

Yet  Sorrow  reigned,  despite  the  benison 
That  sunset  cast  athwart  the  dim  defile, 

And  all  these  glories  could  not  reconcile 
My  loss  of  one  more  splendid  than  the  Sun. 


For,  as  I  rode,  it  seemed  to  me  that  you 
Had  cast  your  spell  upon  the  East  and  West. 

Yea,  all  the  world  held  purple  carnival; 

And  when  the  mountains  took  their  deepest  hue, 
As  if  besprent  by  blood  from  red  grapes  pressed, 
I  knew  you  danced  the  Autumn  Bacchanal. 
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OCTAVE 

HERE  by  the  Nile  the  desert  mountains 
keep 

Their  everlasting  vigil  o’er  the  dead, 
Whom  plundering  hands  have  ravished  from  their 
sleep 

In  black  sarcophagi.  Here  once  each  head 
Slept  deep  in  darkness  denser  than  the  night 
And  closed  its  painted  mask-encumbered  eyes 
On  basalt  walls  that  blotted  out  the  light 
Of  brazen  heavens  and  unpitying  skies. 


For  them  no  more  at  morning  were  the  skies 
Lit  by  the  tyrant  dawn ;  but  they  could  sleep 
Forgetful  of  life’s  weariness,  and  keep 
The  squalid  world  from  their  impatient  eyes  : 

No  more  the  noonday’s  unrelenting  light 

Oppressed  their  hearts,  till  each  man  bowed  his 
head 

Intolerably  envious  of  the  dead 
Who  slumber  on  through  an  unending  night. 
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But  now  their  tombs  are  rifled  and  their  night 
Is  riven  like  the  rocks  that  kept  our  eyes 
From  sight  of  them.  The  blinding  desert  light 
Pours  down  in  flame  from  incandescent  skies, 
Where  wheel  and  scream  the  watchers  of  the  dead, 
Bald-headed  vultures  and  the  hawks  that  keep 
Perpetually  hovering  overhead 

Till  sunset  bids  them  seek  their  nests  and  sleep. 

Here  through  the  night  when  all  is  sunk  in  sleep 
In  this  grim  Golgotha  none  dares  to  light 
For  fear  of  horrors  creeping  there  by  night. 

Men  say  that  stray  disjointed  members  keep 
A  restless  twitching,  and  each  hideous  head 
Turns  wearily  from  unresponsive  skies 
Its  fluttering  eyelids,  where  the  ghosts  of  eyes 
Seek  furtively  the  face  of  their  dear  dead. 

And  thus  begins  the  search  of  dead  for  dead  : 

Dismembered  hands  and  clawlike  fingers  keep 
Groping  and  fumbling  for  their  trunkless  head, 
Wherein  the  struggling  soul  still  bound  by  sleep 
Strives  to  unclose  the  windows  of  its  eyes 
But  cannot  pierce  the  circumambient  night 
Nor  find  the  form  beloved,  long  sought  ’neath  skies 

That  furnish  it  no  comfort  and  no  light. 
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For  all  men,  always,  seek  some  being  whom  light 
Inhabits,  whose  divine  and  dearest  head 
They  dream  they  will  remember  when  they’re 
dead, 

Some  shape  of  beauty  whom,  through  this  dark 
night 

We  call  our  life,  they  follow  towards  the  skies, 
Where  still  they  think  to  find  their  fay  asleep 
And  so  enmesh  the  ideal  they  fain  would  keep 

Emprisoned  and  enthroned  for  yearning  eyes. 

But  these  poor  dead,  what  had  they  for  their  eyes 
To  worship,  and  what  star  to  light  their  night  ? 

Their  moon  still  simpers  in  the  selfsame  skies, 
Their  Milky  Way  still  sheds  its  watery  light. 

They  had  no  rapture  and  no  joy  to  keep 

Their  hearts  aflame  when  living,  and  when  dead 

No  memories  to  throng  their  glorious  sleep, 

No  dreams  to  beckon  them  with  half-turned 
head. 

Oh,  come  and  dance  to  them!  Then  each  sad  head 
Shall  cease  its  senseless  stare  at  unseen  skies  : 
Light  shall  re-enter  their  enraptured  eyes 

And  joyfully  the  dead  shall  from  the  dead 
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Rise  up  and  cast  away  the  chains  of  sleep, 

When  they  behold  thy  peerless  form  alight 
On  feet  of  flame  to  banish  Death  and  Night 
Who  long  had  held  them  captive  in  their  keep. 

ENVOY 

Star  of  the  gracious  eyes  and  graceful  head, 

I  pray  thee  keep  a  place  there  in  the  skies, 

That  when  the  last  sleep  shrouds  me  in  its  night 
You  then  may  light  me  forth  from  ’midst  the  dead. 
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